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Sold Her Soul for
Daughter's Sake:
MADAME MAKGOT. By Joiin Bennett.
> The Century company.
THE theme of a man who sella

his soul to the devil to achieve
a definite desire is by no means

new in literature. In this particular
Instance, however, It Is a woman who
forfeits her birthright, and she does
it in order that her daughter might
remain pure and free (it her in-
heritance. It is said that the story
was founded on a still related legend
of old Charleston, S. C.

Mr. Bennett works out his grotesque
talc with a luvishness of pigment
which is. in the main, very effective.
At limes, however, his excessive use-jof adjectives adds not horror to the
story, as was undoubtedly intended,
but merely increases the self-consciousnessof the reader. The follow-
ing will give an idea of the colorful
background for this all-in-all delightfultale:
"The languid, lovely, tired old town

was then a city brave and gay. with
Mediterranean manners and Carib-
bean ways.
"The perfume of 10,000 flowers

drifted upon the winds, which came and
went over a thousand gardens, ebbing
and flowing like the tide. . . .

"It was a golden age, when all
things were fair: nothing had grown
old: even the tragic and the terrible
were comely then. Wonrler lay on
everything. Merely to exist was to be
happy. It was a world of unextinguishedyouth; life was brimful to the
lips with delight."

When Ex-Crook
Meets Crook

ALIAS THE LONB WOLF. By Louis
Joseph Vance. Double-day, Page Co.
THAT night wo were tired.tired

mentally of the sort of book
which makes the already overworkedmind work Just a little harder

an<J longer instead of offering a story
which will take the reader out of her-
self and place her In a world where she
can find it impossible to think of anythingelse while the book In her hands,
So In this mood we looked through

our bookcase and chose Mr. Vance's
new hook.and it was a good choice.
Mo one could wish for more intense
excitement from printed pages. No
one could hope for a more carefully |:hidden plot and unexpected oxpori-
ences. We shuddered when Albert
Dupont endeavored to eliminate each
character that intruded into his plans
by the simple expedient of a handkerchiefabout the throat. And then
something creaked in the other room,
end startled, we dropped the book,
only to become reassured that we were
in no personal danger, but in a perfectlysafe apartment: and back we
would go to Michael Lanyard again
and with bated breath endeavor to
push him forward in his search for
the missing jewels.Wenever worked so hard in our
lives as we did helping him find the 1
jewels, and there was no need of our
hard work. He had been with the
British Secret Service, and before that
he had boen a very capable erook, and *
he know how to recover stojen propertyfrom two angles. You know how
you feel at the Ilorse Show when the
horses are Jumping. You just hold
your breath and help them over, sighingwith relief when they are over
and catching your breath again as
they are about to take the next hurdle?Well, so exciting, and so good,
and so clever is this book that it held
us breathless and.yes, you people
who think every story should have a
iove scene or two in its pages.there
is love in this story, but not the sentimentaltwaddle of a sentimental
writer and sentimental characters; for
Vlichael Lanyard is a big man and Mr.
Vance makes him live up to his reputation.

"Twas Some Days
After Christmas.'
TTTE BOY SCOUTS YEAR BOOK.

Edited by Eranklln K. Mathiews. Pub-
llshed for the Boy Scouts of America
by D. Appleton ft Co.
Oi' course tne vnnarmas spiru is

just wearing off and the paint
is still on little Willie's tire

engine even though the wheels are

broken and Tommy has a kick comingbecause his ice skates are not of v
'he racer type, and flattie seems to L
be quite put out because the ribbon 11

on her hat Is red and not lavender, ^which is her favorite color. Father ^also seems to l»e in a "put-out" mood
for Maxwell has the long wanted
drum which Santa thoughtlessly left.
Mother, too. Is not herself, hut that Is
because she Is tired after the hustle ^and hustle before Christmas Day
dawned The only cheerful member *

of tho family is brother Frank. There
you find him lying prone upon the '

parlor rug, head propped up hy his
scupped hands in Tdnooln fashion. He
is deeply lost to his surroundings and
is at this time camping or hiking over w
again some of those pleasures which tr
were afforded him last summer at V
camp witb his Scout troop. L
The book before him is none other is

than "The Boy Scouta Year Book," I
which in edited by Frank K. Mathiews, II
'he chief Scout librarian. Tfe has tl
found so much within Its covers that a
he has completely lost sight of some .

of his other present®.even to the h
extent of forgetting his new Scout tl
knife. So far he has reail some very tl
good stories: "You Tell 'Em Tender- <:<

foot," by Brewer Corcoran: "Chimney w

. Oold," by J. Allan Dunn, and lots of v
other Interesting yarns. ITe has also
been on "A Bird Hike with Dan Beard" r<
and has found In "What Boys Can P
Make" many Interesting things that

beIs going to try to make. On the ft
whole Frank ttnds a lot In this liook si
that Is bound to bold his Interest for
many days to come, and If you take
his word for it ' it's a corker:" |

<
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ind Yellow Men
and wlicn tie heard of the boy's (loath
he fed the Senhor to some very ferocioussnapping turtles. Could anythingbe more gruesome? Like his
own characters, Mr. Wiley gets away
with murder.

In the first chapter of "Lady Luck"
we find the Wildcat kicking at paying
ten cents for a cup of coffee. He says
the war is over, when war is blamed
for the Increase of price. The waiter
retorts. "Mebbe de wall is done, but
do Democrats ain't." In this chapter

we nad some nne pumper
"They have the most excell
"I am very well satisfied ^

neat with macaroni ... 1
"I prefer a stew to roast 1
From "Selected Letters of .

Oscar Levy (Doubleday, Page &

"Minds are not ever crav
George Crabbe obsen

And though the feedbag
Of Nietzsche this was

Old Friedrich.(bless hi
Believed in punishing

He ate one meal a day (f
And only stopped to

Cheeses.Camembert, Ro
He polished off with \

Attaining to a state of p
And crowding buttons

Bologna, strudel, pudding
And down 'em with n

This prince of Deutschlar
No faces, that's a har

And soup, if I remember
Approved of (he enjo

He lapped it with the fra
And then went in an<

Celery, barley, oxtail, pea
'Em in with joy, nor ]

Upon the Rimpler conaom
He was a perfect souj

It occurs to us to toss off the obser-
ation on "Flr-flowor Tablets," Amy
towell's version of a group of poems
anslated from the Chinese by Klor-
nee Ayscough, tbni many people will
nink the bewildering Amy has transitedthem bark into Chinese.

We nre thinking of writing a novel
f. Knglish life. We don't know any-
ling about Knglish life, but.(and
aven't others done it?).a liberal
>rinkllng of "kerb," "ginger beer,"
pyjamas" and "tyre" will create the
roper atmosphere.

POINTI-ESH POLITICAL POKES.
E. A.: I wonder it! you will agree
ith mo in the matter that prompt* i
to to Write you. . . . I think Hugh ;
filey's otherwise excellent "Lady t
itick" in mnrred by the author'* child- (
h baiting of the Democrat*. . . .

have no quarrel with Mr. Wiley's potlcalbeliefs, but 1 do object to seeing
irm dragged into a novel (especially
good one) by the hair of the head, i
. . These little political pokes

avc no hearing on the story and leave I
le reader with the impression that
ie author is trying to square ac- (
>unts with a Democratic neighbor I
ho "gave him an argument" In the
lllago barber shop. ...r
A few of these dragged-lu political >
ferenres show Mr, Wiley to be so j
i>«:Vl*h.(these humorists baffle mo!)
-that one wonders whether ho Is a.
ill grown adult or Is still wearing
hort pant*.
Yours for propaganda less Action, /

CHARLIE K. F
iiugh Wilc> a pullUuwi yukus in j

7

Wiley's Black ?
JADE. By Ilugrh Wiley. Alfred A.

Knopf.
LADy LUCK. By Hugh Wiley. Alfred

A. Knopf.
Hugh WILEY has taken the

darker races for his province.
His latest books deal with the

Mongolian and tho Ethiopian. Ho is
thrilled by the mystery of our yellow
brother. However, his view is rather
conventional. Ho believes in the oft
quoted lin<?S:

For ways that are dark.
Take the heathen Chinee.

Mr. Wiley is at his polychrome best,
however, in depicting the comedy of
Afro-American life. He takes up the
civilian adventures of Vitus Mahsden,
alias the Wildcat of the First Labor
Battalion. Mahsden is a Arm believer
in two patrons. Lady Luck and Capt.
Jack. His mascot, Lily the Goat, is
for him tho symbol of luck.
Hence there is a nice. Juicy and

highly ingenious murder in nearly
every one of his stories. Tn the first
story Sam Kec kills Lingo Riley's wife
to free him from an incubus. In the
author's second story Ming Sam Tai
with tho aid of an actor kills Senator
King for desecrating his father's grave
in search of gold. Perhaps the best
story is the one called "Junk." Hong
Chong was a red headed Chinaman,
and his family east him off because
they thought he brought them ill
fortune. In his despair a big turtle
appeared to him in a dream. It gave
him good advice and told him not to
despair. Shortly after waking he
found a small turtle which provided
him with food. He was adopted by
another Chinaman with red hair, who
taught him to play the flute. A theatricalman brought him to this country,and when he prospered in the
junk business in his turn he adopted
a red headed boy. He apprenticed
this boy to a Portuguese grocer to
learn Western business methods. This
grocer made the boy a scapegoat when
he was caught selling opium. On the
day that the hoy went to prison Hong
Chong~Lee kidnaped the Portuguese.

TheBoolByEDWARD
FOOD FOR

"Then followed a good fee<
"Send me some eggs and s
"She gave me a cup of ch<
"We had the usual Martini

This is not Will Rogers but "Wildcat"Hugh Wiley in a character-
istic pose.

the Wildcat says, "De officials crave to
'member de wah. Us 'listed boys
craves to fo'get it."

The Wildcat Is satisfied to live
again in Memphis and to woo Miss
Cuspidora Lee. However, he is fool-
ishly made to get into the Konk'rjn
Kewes parade, organized by Honey
Tone, the Uplifter. The parade is such
a fizzle that he decides to leave Memphisand the Backslid Baptist, another
war time chum, gets him a job as porter.When he is stranded in Chicago
with Idly the float, the Potent Nobles
of Mysterious Mecca decide to take
him to their convention in California
wicij A-ui.) ass iiianuui. ilia ilUVCHlurco

come fant and furious, and are so

funny that thev defy brief repetition.

: Factory
ANTHONY.
THOUGHT.
i with roast goose and cakes."
ugar."
jcolate."
nas goose for dinner."
nickel bread."
ent food."
vith my food . . . dish of
tea . . . aniseed .biscuits."
beef," &c. &c.
Friedrich Nietzsche " edited bit
: Co.).

ing for their food."
fed long years ago.
he may not have wooed,
i hardly so.
s glorious appetite!).
the chow.
'rom morn till night)
mop his brow.

quefort, cream or Swiss.
jnexampled zest,
lerfect bliss,
3 off his vest.
fish.he'd take

o sign of fag,
id's Grub Street (make
mless gag).

ngntiy, ne
yed it hot);
inkeat kind of glee
i licked the pot.
i.he packed
placed a ban
me.in fact.
>ei man!
"Lady Luck" are so good natured hat
it Is hard to see how any one can
take offense at them, but wo agree
with Charlie K. F. that they are point-1less and add nothing to the story.

If we ever meet-Charles O. NorrIs
we're going to cuss him out. His novel
"Brass" contains so many fine things
hat It Is almost impossible to write a
ihort rhymed review of it. Our first
ittempt. resulted In 14 stanzas and
when we examined stanza No. 14 wo
Uncovered -that we had only covered
he first 120 pages of the book.
Rome day we intend to try again.
we want a stanza review).but
we have our misgivings. When an auhorputs as much Into n hook as,
S'orris has put into "Brass" the best]
hing a bard can do Is to keep away
'mm It.

»

BIBLICAL BIBLIOGRAPHY.
On the young realists: Ottf of the

nouth of babea and sucklings. r
On Will Irwin's "The Next War": r

1le smcllcth the battle afar. c
On .Tohn Dos Passos's "Threo Sol- I

llers": And there la nothinrt hid from e
\e heat thereof. *

Baeon on the Shakespeare-Bacon c

ontroversy: The tinea are fallen unto r

ne in pleaaant places; yea 1 have a 1
ntndly heritage. r
On E. Phillips Oppcnhelni the pro- J

Ittc: fie putteth down one and aettcth t
ip another. ' 8

On Mrs. Asqtilfh's diary: t am fear. J
utly and wonderfully ptade
The umv of the translator* is hard. 1
And (Ac vttcufigmat «utd, Itl that a {
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be light fiction: nvil there teas tig}
fiction.
The voice is Robert Service's voic.

but the hands arc the hands of Kit
ling.
Frederick O'Brien: I have been

stranger in a strange land.
Dorothy Canfleld (whose latest boo

is in its ninth edition): My "Britnmin
Cup" runneth over.
Frank Wilstach: I have multiplic

visions and used similes.
A. E. Housman: Let the words b

few.
C. 8. Gilbert: .1 merry heart doet

youu iiKG n mcuiuinr.

Advice to novelists: Be not Wright
con4 overmuch.

Oil H. G. Wells: Where there is n

vision the people perish.
On certain modern essayists: Ye

a little sleep, a little slumber, a llttl
folding of the hands to sleeP.
On Joseph Conrad and William Mc

Fee: Deep caUeth unto deep.
On "Pollyanna": Biceetcr also thai

honey and the honeycomb.
Henry Arthur Jones to H. O. Wells

Let there he no strife, I pray thee, be
twecn thee and me.
George Jean Nathan to H. L

Mencken: Whither thou goest, I toil
go; and where thou lodgest, I svil
lodge: thy people shall be my peopU
and thy God my God.

She Found Solace
In Writing a Play
ROMANCE TO THE RESCUE. Bj

Denis McKnil. Houghton Mifflin Com
pany.

nT-v OMANCE to the Rescue" ii
decorated by a very striking
Jacket. On closer inspectlor

it ir seen to be' a cablegram from P. G
Wodehousc. He proclaims a very hlgl
opinion ol* the book. The reader wil
agree with him. Being a young man

DeniR McKail has shown an unusua

facility in hitting the high spots. Hi!
story deals with the theatric world 01
I.ondon. Actors have always beet
noted for their foibles, and this is es

pecially true nowadays, when the artistictemperament and modern busines.'
methods mingle to produce a world ol
their own. In London theatre tickets
weie controlled by a firm one of whost
partners had never been inside th<
theatre because he was a Nonconformist.
Leo Cartwright. the star at th«

Thespian, was almost as kingly as Garrick.He had separated from his wife
because his infidelity repelled her. Duringher loneliness she solaced herseli
by writing a play. It served its purposeof occupying her mind, and she
forgot about it for many years. Then
the whim seized her to submit it. Shr
tried to sell it through an agency. Her
nom-de-plume was David Lawrence
The name had no conscious meaning
to her, but Lawrence was the name oi
one of her former sweethearts.

It so happens that there was a young
men by the name of David Lawrence,
the son of this old suitor. He was at
Oxford and happened to meet Mrs
Cartwright on his vacation. He fell in
love with her in a boyish way, and
arnmaiicany toto nor that no would
servo her in any way. When Mrs
Cartwrlght's play was accepted by her
husband she asked him to pose as the
autiior. As he had never read the
play he was put in a painfully embarrassingposition. However, he rose
to the oceasion.

Saints and Sinners
Thoroughly Mixed
THE PRINCESS SAPQME. By Burrls
Jenkins. Philadelphia: J. B. LlpplncottCompany.
THERE are people who are unableto appreeiato history exceptwhen It is diluted with
fiction, and they will welcome "The
Princess Salome," for tho author has
taken as many liberties with the dead
an Sir Walter Scott.
Judas. Maccabeus and Nero do not

Burris Jenkins.
tppear In the story for chronological
easons, but as many nicon.Tuous
elcbrltlcs shoulder each other In these
>nges as were seen on the l>enchea
it. the recent prise fight. Saint Paul
iml Saint Stephen appear as ancient
omrades, and their friendship Is fnter

uptedwhen Stephen tieeomes the
over of the Princess Salome. It renlndsone of the series of Historic
Vfflnltles which appeared in Life, or
ha ultra-Baconian theory that the
LUthor of "Itamlet" was the son of
rohn Knox and Mary Queen of Scots.
Phere Is a scene in the great arena
vhich reminds ono of "Ben-Hur" or
Quo Vadla" or a Griffith film.

JANUARY 1, 1922.

FICTION j|
'' Blackwood, Sp

THE WOLVES OF OOD AHD OTHER
FEV STORIES. By Algernon Blackawood and Wi'fred Wilson. E. P. Dutton& Co.

J»
- | - HESE are stories of unique

I value. They demonstrate the
d versatile genius of Algernon

Blackwood. Some are fearsome, others
e refreshing and charming; but all of

k them are written upon metaphysical
themes. For instance, "The Wolves of

_ God" is weird to an intense degree.
It is a story in which there Is sup0posed to be a pack of spirit wolves.a
sacred pack.held in awe by the Redt

e Tl.

r
m.

P^^hH|DBsi :

p i

Algernon Blackwood.

1 skins.wolves that punish malefactors,
j killing but never eating them. In this
f there is a dramatic Tightness which
i gives an effect of realism to tha un.earthly.

The second story is "Chinese Magic."
j This is quite different from the first, as

; its charm lies in the artistic coloring.
; It is like a delicate painting, one that
. must be analyzed closely; the colors
> are so skilfully blended that '.hey are
. elusive.

Here is one of the typical pictures
> drawn by Algernon Blackwood:

"It was dusk, the stars were com.Ing out In the pale evening air, and
. the orchards.; as I passed them, stood
; like wavering ghosts of unbelievable

beauty. The effect of thousands upon
__________________

~~~~~"

More Crops
i WEST BROADWAY. By Nina Wilcox

Putnam. George H. Doran Company.
, you want to go West.on a

I 1 trip.in yotfb automobile?,
Well, don't start off thinkln'

you're the only person ever even

thought of it.'cause there's hundreds
of Fords make the trip and contain
people you'd of thought could have
afforded to stay home better an' live
the life of the rich and unusual people
such as Mary Gllligan Smith.Mrs.
James Smith in private life.and,
Marie La Tour.the famous Miss La
Tour on the screen!
And it all started in this manner, as

Miss La Tour's opening words of the
book accurately warn us: "After a
severe attack of thinking I have come
to realize how true is the poet's words,
'A little education can start a hell of
a lot of trouble." Do you get me?"
And we got her! Got her good and
plenty before she left New York on
that ride to the movie haven in sunny
California, with Tom Weston as
chauffeur, even if he was under a
cloud and caused a couple of "bulls"
to follow 'em most of the way.
Now Tom had a brother who was

a radical, one of those hard talking
Russians who glory in Wall street
bomb explosions, and Tom was coming
under his influence a little too much.
more than was good for the boy, for
he was a fine lad, according to Jim
Smith and his wife.Miss La Tour.
He knew the conditions of the countrvthft Vow Vnel/ Houanr,».oeu

flared It out to him. Now Karl West-1
man had said that the New York
newspapers were not in good radical
standing but distinctly on the other
side of the radicals. And here Miss
La Tour tells us:
"And yet out of eight headlines

ncross the front page here is what I
read: 1. Coal Strikers Refuse to Ar-
bitrate. 2. Dnckmen Declure War to
Finish. 3. Thirty-four Robberies, Three
Murders, Ten Holdups. Two Shootings
City Record Last Week. 4. Riots In
Belfast. Ton Killed. 5. Mrs. MacSwlneyQreeted With Cheers. And If
that Isn't giving all the news space
to the Red^ what is? I went wild
when I read them, and commenced
searching through the inside pages
for something pleasant, and way down
under the theatrical ads I found a ,'
little piece one-tenth of a column long ,
which says, 'Biggest Crops Since 19ir>
Promised for This Year.' Can you beat
that?"
On the trip West not only the for-

mer residents of West Broadway who,
struck a "gold mine" in tho movie
acting field, for both Jim and Mario
pose hut are stars whose presence
attracts an audience immediately, Just
like Our Mary and Doug and some of
them others, and the tendlng-to-he-a-
radical Tom finds the West of reality
where vegetables brought tears to
Marie's eyes, which is the only time
except once when she peeled an onion.
and where her heart was sore for the
lonesome farmers' wives, and whero
there wero crops which denied the

I newspaper announced shortages, and

I

I

ortsman-Mystic
thousands of these trees, flooding the
twilight of a spring evening with their
sea of blossoms, is almost unearthly.
They seem transparencies, their color
hangs sheets upon the very sky. I
crossed a small wooden bridgo that
joined two of these orchards above a
stream, and in the dark water I
watched a moment the mingled reIflection of stars and flowering branches
on the quiet surface.

. It seemed too
exquisite to belong to earth, this fairy
garden of stars and blossoms, shining
faintly in the crystal depths, and my
thought, as I gazed, dived suddenly
down the little avenue that memory
opened into former days. I rememberedShnn-Yu's present, given.to me
when he died. His very words camo
back to me: The Garden of Happinessin the Valley of the Thousand
Temples, with its promise of love, of
seven years of happiness, and the
prophecy that I should follow his body
toward the Sunrise and meet my destiny,"One does not quite grasp its
full beauty.so with the end of the
story the reader is left in doubt as to
its ethical teaching.
"Running Wolf" is a story of the

Canadian wilds, and, by the way, the
character In this story might have
been Blackwood himself, since it Is a

rugged type of man, one who not only
loves nature In a mystical sense but
as a sportsman.
"First Hate" is a psychic story: "The

Valley of the Beasts" is on a huntingtheihe. "The Call" is a sketch of
spirit materialization, where the spirit
body of a man who is still alive 's se^n
walking in a garden; a story built
upon the njetaphysical theory that
there are two bodies, the physical and
the spiritual, the spiritual being activein this life as well as In the other.
"Egyptian Sorcery" tells of a man

whose astral body enters the body of
some one at a great distance and
through its magnetic power bringA the
dying personality back to life. This
takes place in a dream, but not the
kind of vision in which time and space
arr annihilated.
"The Man Who Found Out" recalls

a sentence from Balzac's "Louts Lambert,""There is no time In the subconsciouslife."
"The Lane That Ran East and

West" is charming, quaint and old
fashioned. "Vengeance Is Mine" is
a war sketch wherein the supernatural
is powerfully expressed, ouggestlng
certain stories of Edgar Allan Poe.
Some of these stories were dreams

of Wilfred Wilson, who camped m the
wilderness with Blackwood.

VIVIAN RADCLIFFE.

nrUoM w-\r\
1 IlCllI V^IllllC

where improvements and good fellowshipabounded.
Now we've given the newspapers

a rap, so we will also give them or
rather pass on to them a rap for the
stage managers.from Marie La Tour,
who had done time in those ranks
before the screen claimed her:
"And it's the truth, the average New

Yorker.and remember there are over
six millions of them, or anyway five
million six hundred thousand, and the
rest of tbem are a little above the
average, including ourselves.well, as
I was saying, it's the truth, their whole
idea of America is what some smart
young stage manager who has never
been west of Hoboken has put before
them on the stage, arid shouted himselfhoarse for the girls to put a little
pep into it. And even I personally
myself used to be half convinced that
Indians was mostly blond chickens
with feathers on their heads and very
little else except the jewels their rich
uncle had give them, and that cowboyswalked with their hands on their
hips and always as a background to a
tenor. Do you get me? And New
York is perfectly satisfied with its
ignorance."

" 'What's the use in me trying to
tell you about this country.' (the
country west of the Mississippi).'buy
a ticket, that's all.Just go buy a
ticket!'" said one of the characters,
and Marie continuer. "And It wasn't
until I started traveling that I got
him right at all. New York is the
spoiled Rich Man's daughter. She's a
lv>nntv onH «hn lima crnt nvprvlhlno- In

the world she wants. Including foreign
company with fancy names and high
brow ideas. But she sometimes forgetsIt's Poppa and Momma who gives
her most of what she's got, and that
their name is Mr. and Mrs. VV«tst. I
hope they won't let her marry a foreigntitle.particularly not a Russian
c.ne. It's practically Impossible to tell
New York's friends about her parents,
You got to buy 'em a ticket.that's
all!"
And, by gosh. If you don't have a

long fight with your conscience when
you've finished this story! Over what?
Why, whether you will take the Ford
and the money you've saved for a

rainy day and Just take life while
you're 'young' and go out on a trip
to California.via the southern route!

The West That Was
THE PASSING OF THE OED WEST.
By Hal (J. Evarts. Kittle, Brown #
Co.
HAL G. EVARTS has lived most

his life In the great outdoors.
He has seen the wanton destructionof wild life because of man's

greed. He knows that fiction Is a betterway to win advocates than statistics,He shown how old Martin
Woodson underwent a change of heart.
Woodson had been tho most relentless
of trappers. He expiated his past folly
by becoming a game warden. He did
his best to preserve what he hnd formerlytried to destroy. Because of

tricks on the part of frame hogs ami
official stupidity the case seemed
hopeless. Charles Eivingstone Bull
furnishes drawings which are sympatheticpicturs of the hunted life
which is so rapidly disappearing.
Mr. Evarts closes his book with a

symbolic passage:
"Tetom was very old, and he stood

now with drooping head. An ancient
buffalo bull had left the herd and
drifted down to the flat. A buck antelopefed near the bison as if aware
that they were kindred spirits. The
largest bull elk on the feeding ground

""

stood apart from the rest. His knees
were sprung and the weight of his
massive antlers bowed his head. For
a week he had stood almost in the
same spot. Woodson knew what that
spring kneed, toe out attitude presaged.He had seer, other old bulls draw
away from the ranks to die. A big
horn ram had come far down from
the shoulder of nil adjacent ridge.

"Hpi'b \vi> JIPP Ti'tnm '* Olil VTnrt

said. "All the old he ones of yesterday(yathered for a final rally. It's
sunset for us old timers. W« 're Just
a whisper of the past, fossils of th-olddays that are gone."

NEW BOOKS.
Fiction.

A VIRGIN HEART.By Krm>
Gourmont. Translated toy Aldous
Huxley. Nicholas L. Brown.

MARIA CHAPDELAINB: A Tale <>f
the Lake St. John Country.By Louis
Hemon. Maemlllan.

THE SCHOOLMA8TER AND OTHER
STORIES.By Anton Chekhov. Trans
lated by Constance Oarnett. Macmlllan.
History and Public Affair*.

THE GRANDEUR THAT WAS ROME
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Stephen Leacock nays:
((T ITfl work «ppm« to mo to ropro-
n aunt the moat typical and the

heat American humor. I will
po further and *ay that the appear
anca of llenchley'e flrat bonk la an
erant In th» hlatory of literature not

equalled alnce Milton produced hla
Paradlaa Loet. Morn than that f
wilt Rn ao far aa to any that If
Bhakeapeare had only been alive he
would have recofnlxcd In Boh Bench
lay a friend and an equal." B
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